tfOVALIS.
'They are right, say Several; here, or nowhere, lies the talisman. By the -well of Freedom we sit and look; it is the grand magic Mirror, where the whole Creation images itself, pure and clear; in it do the tender Spirits and Forms of all Nature bathe; all chambers we here behold unlocked What need have we toilsomely to wander over the troublous World of visible things * The purer World lies even in us, in this Well. Here discloses itself the true meaning of the great, many-coloured, complected Scene ; and if full of these sights we return into [Nature, all is well known to us, with certainty we distinguish every shape. We need not to inquire long; a light Comparison, a few strokes in the sand, are enough to inform us. Thus, for us, is the whole a great Writing, to which we have the key; and nothing conies to us unexpected, for the course of the great Horologe is known to us beforehand. It is only we that enjoy Nature with full senses, because she does not frighten us from our senses; because no fever-dreams oppress us, and serene consciousness makes us calm and confiding.
'They are not right, says an earnest Man to these latter. Can they not recognise in "NTature the true impress of their own Selves *? It is even they that consume themselves in wild hostility to Thought They know not that this so-called Nature of theirs Is a Sport of the Mind, a waste Fantasy of their Dream. Of a surety, it Is for them a horrible Monster, a strange grotesque Shadow of their own Passions. The waking man looks without fear at this offspring of his lawless Imagination; for he knows that they arc but vain Spectres of his weakness. He feels himself lord of the world : his Me hovers victorious over the Abyss; and will through Eternities hover aloft above that endless Vicissitude. Harmony is what his spirit skives to promulgate, to extend. He will even to infinitude grow more and more harmonious with himself and with his Creation \ and at every step behold the all-efficiency of a high moral Order in the Universe, and what is purest of his Me come forth into brighter and brighter clearness. The significance of the World Is Reason; for her sake is tho World here; and when it is grown to be the arena of a childlike, expanding Reason, it will one day become the divine Image of her Activity, the scene of a genuine Church. Till then lot man honour Nature as the Emblem of his own Spirit; the Emblem ennobling itself, along with him, to unlimited degrees. Let him, therefore, who